
Holy Saturday, Vigil of Easter Sunday  April 2020 
 
Exultet 

Exult, let them exult, the hosts of heaven, 
exult, let Angel ministers of God exult, 
let the trumpet of salvation 
sound aloud our mighty King's triumph! 

Be glad, let earth be glad, as glory floods her, 
ablaze with light from her eternal King, 
let all corners of the earth be glad, 
knowing an end to gloom and darkness. 

Rejoice, let Mother Church also rejoice, 
arrayed with the lightning of his glory, 
let this holy building shake with joy, 
filled with the mighty voices of the peoples. 

(Therefore, dearest friends, 
standing in the awesome glory of this holy light, 
invoke with me, I ask you, 
the mercy of God almighty, 
that he, who has been pleased to number me, 
though unworthy, among the Levites, 
may pour into me his light unshadowed, 
that I may sing this candle's perfect praises.) 

It is truly right and just, with ardent love of mind and heart  
and with devoted service of our voice,  
to acclaim our God invisible, the almighty Father,  
and Jesus Christ, our Lord, his Son, his Only Begotten. 
 
Who for our sake paid Adam's debt to the eternal Father, 
and, pouring out his own dear Blood, 
wiped clean the record of our ancient sinfulness. 

These, then, are the feasts of Passover, 
in which is slain the Lamb, the one true Lamb, 
whose Blood anoints the doorposts of believers. 

This is the night, 
when once you led our forebears, Israel's children, 
from slavery in Egypt 
and made them pass dry-shod through the Red Sea. 



This is the night 
that with a pillar of fire 
banished the darkness of sin. 

This is the night 
that even now, throughout the world, 
sets Christian believers apart from worldly vices 
and from the gloom of sin, 
leading them to grace 
and joining them to his holy ones. 

This is the night, 
when Christ broke the prison-bars of death 
and rose victorious from the underworld. 

Our birth would have been no gain, 
had we not been redeemed. 

O wonder of your humble care for us! 
O love, O charity beyond all telling, 
to ransom a slave you gave away your Son! 
O truly necessary sin of Adam, 
destroyed completely by the Death of Christ! 
O happy fault 
that earned so great, so glorious a Redeemer! 

O truly blessed night, 
worthy alone to know the time and hour 
when Christ rose from the underworld! 

This is the night 
of which it is written: 
The night shall be as bright as day, 
dazzling is the night for me, 
and full of gladness. 

The sanctifying power of this night 
dispels wickedness, washes faults away, 
restores innocence to the fallen, and joy to mourners, 
drives out hatred, fosters concord, and brings down the mighty.    
On this, your night of grace, O holy Father,  
accept this candle, a solemn offering,  
the work of bees and of your servants’ hands,  
an evening sacrifice of praise,  
this gift from your most holy Church. 



But now we know the praises of this pillar, 
which glowing fire ignites for God's honor, 
a fire into many flames divided, 
yet never dimmed by sharing of its light, 
for it is fed by melting wax, 
drawn out by mother bees 
to build a torch so precious. 

O truly blessed night, 
when things of heaven are wed to those of earth, 
and divine to the human. 

Therefore, O Lord, 
we pray you that this candle, 
hallowed to the honor of your name, 
may persevere undimmed, 
to overcome the darkness of this night. 

Receive it as a pleasing fragrance, 
and let it mingle with the lights of heaven. 

May this flame be found still burning 
by the Morning Star: 
the one Morning Star who never sets, 
Christ your Son, 
who, coming back from death's domain, 
has shed his peaceful light on humanity, 
and lives and reigns for ever and ever. 

R. Amen. 
 
 
 
Ps. 104 Praise the Lord My Soul 
Praise the Lord my soul, praise the Lord my Soul.  
©2016, Karen Scherr Lundy.  Published by Karen Scherr Lundy. Used with permission.  
 

Second Psalm:  Exodus 15: To God Be Praise and Glory 
I will sing to the Lord triumphant is He 
The horse and chariot are cast into the sea! 
© 1993, 2000, Janet Sullivan Whitaker. Published by OCP. Used with permission.  
 

3rd Psalm:  Isaiah 12: We Shall Draw Water 
We shall draw water joyfully, singing joyfully, singing joyfully. 



We shall draw water joyfully, from the wellsprings of salvation. 
©1986, 1988, Paul Inwood. Published by OCP. Used with permission.  
 

Three Days 
1. Three days our world was broken; the Lord of life lay dead. 

           “Take up your cross,” he told us who followed where he lead.  
Would we now hang in torment with thieves on ev’ry side,  
Our Passover shattered, our hope crucified? 
Three days we hid in silence, in bitter fear and grief 
Three days we clung together where he had washed our feet.  

 
2. Three days and on the third day, the women came at dawn. 

His tomb, they said, was empty, his broken body gone. 
Who could believe their story? The dead do not arise 
Yet he walks among us, and with our own eyes 
We’ve seen him at this table, we’ve shared his bread and wine. 
Hearts burning bright within us, we’ve seen his glory shine. 
 

3. Three days, our world was broken, and in an instant healed. 
God’s covenant of mercy in mystery revealed.  
Two thousand years are one day in God’s eternal sight 
And yesterday’s sorrows are this day’s delight. 
Though still Christ’s body suffers, pierce daily by the sword 
Yet death has no dominion: the risen Christ is Lord! 
 
©1999 Jeffrey Honore’, published by OCP. Used with permission.  

 
We Remember 

We remember how you loved us to your death  
And still we celebrate for you are with us here. 
And we believe that we will see you when you come in your glory, Lord 
We remember, we celebrate, we believe. 
 

1. Here, a million wounded souls are yearning just to touch you and be healed 
Gather all your people, and hold them to you heart. 
 

2. Now we recreate your love, we bring the bread and wine to share a meal. 
Sign of grace and mercy, the presence of the Lord. 
 

3. Christ, the Father’s great “Amen” to all the hopes and dreams of ev’ry heart. 
Peace beyond all telling, and freedom from all fear.  

 
 
 



Join in the Dance 
 

Join in the dance of the earth’s jubilation  
This is the feast of the love of God! 
Shout from the heights to the ends of creation 
Jesus the Savior is risen from the grave! 
 
1. Wake O people, sleep no longer, greet the breaking day 

Christ, Redeemer, Lamb and Lion, turns the night away! 
 

2. All creation, like a mother, labors to give birth 
Soon the pain will be forgotten, joy for all the earth! 
 

3. Now the shame becomes our glory on this holy tree. 
Now the reign of death is ended, now we are set free! 
 

©1991 Daniel Schutte. Published by OCP. Used with permission.  
 
 

 
 


